






The Tragedy ^Odi^a 




Rot halfe a grainc a day : he lirs to’th heart, 

She was teo fond ofhcr moft filthy bargaine* 

0th. Ha? 

Em, Doctbyworft, 

This" deed of thioe is no more worthy hcauen. 

Then thou waft worthy her. 

Oih. Peace, you were beft, 

Em. Thou haft not halfe the power to doc mcharme. 
As ! hauc to be hurt: O gul!,0 dolt, 

As ignorant as dirtt; thou haft done a deed — 

1 care not for thy fworJjl’lc make thee know, 

Tho I loft twenty Hues : bclpe,he!pe,0 helpc ; 

The Moore has kild ray Mtftrcflb, murder, murder. 

MontaH0,Gratiano,Iago,4ff</af^tf»'/'. 

Jl^oK. What is the matter ? how now Generali f 
Em, 0,are you come /ago ? you bauc done well. 

That men muft lay their murder on your neck. 
yiU, What is the matter? 

Em, Diiproucthis villahiCjifthoubcc’ftaman ; 

He fayes thou roldft him that his wife was falfe, 

I know thou di'Jft nor.thou art not fuch a villaine : 
Speakc,for my heart is full. 

lag. I told him what I thought,and told no more. 

Then what he found himfelfe was apt and true, 

Em. But did you cucr ted him flac was falfe ? 

Jag. I did. 

Em. You told a lie,an odious damned lie ; 

Vpon my loulc.a lie, a wicked he .* 

She falfe with Cafsio ; did you fay with Capic} 

Jag. WithCrf/i/emiftrcfle; go to.charme your tongue. 
Em. I will not charmemytongue,! am bound tofpeakc, 
Jag, W hat arc you mad, I charge you get you home. 
Em. GoodGcntlcmcnlctmc haue leauc to fpcake, 
Tis proper I obey him,but not now.* 

Perchance Jago.l will nc’rc goc home. 

Oth ph,oh,oh. Oth* fals on tho hJ» 

3m. Nay,Iay thee downe, and rorc. 


F*)T 


<J%e Moore of Vtnke. 

Fof'thou haft kild the fwceteft innocent. 

That ere did lift vp eye. 

0/ik. OOiewnsfoule: 

1 fcarcedid know you Vncle, there lies your Niece, 

Whofe breath indeed, chefe hands haue newly ftopt, 

I know this a£b Ibcwcs terrible and grim. 

Gra. Poore DeJdemo>ta,\ am glad thy father sdead. 

Thy match was mortal! tohim.and puregriefe. 

Shore his old thread atwane .* did he line now. 

This fight would make him doc a defperate turne. 

Yea curfc his better Angcll from his fide. 

And fall to reprobation. 

Oth. Tis pittifull,but yet /a^eknowes. 

That fkc with hath the acl of ftiame 

A choufind times committed ; CaphcoafcR it. 

And (be did gratifie his amorous workes, 

With the recognifance and pledge of loue. 

Which I firrt gauc her ; I faw it in his hand. 

It was a handkerchcr ; an Antique token 

Myfathergaue my mother. ' ; 

Em. OGod,Oheaucn!yGod. 

Jag, Zoui'Sjhold your peace. 

£w. ’Twill our,’ twill ; I hold my peace ftr,no. 

Tie be in fpcakingjliberall as the ayre. 

Let hcaucn,and mcn,and diuclls,lct era all, 

AH,all cry flaamc againft me, yet I’lc fpcake. 

/4^. Be wifc.and get you home. 

Em. 1 will not. 

Cra, Fie,yourfword vpon a woman? 

Em. O thou dull Moore, .that handkercher thou fpeakft w, 

I found by fortune,and did gtue my husband .* 

For often with a folemne earneftneffe, 

)dore then indeed belong’d to fuch a trifle, 

Hebeg’d of me to fteale it. 

Jag. Villainous whore. 

Em. She gauc it C/?y5»? no alas I found it. 

And I did giu’t my husband. 
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